Holy shit. Wow," which sounds a bit off-script, so I say, "What?" in a tone that conveys more annoyance than is probably necessary.
"Oh my God," says the Maybe/Maybe-Not Angel of Death. "Are you okay?" And I think, why is she asking this question? Shouldn't she know more about the situation than I?
She says a name, her name, and it's a name I know in a voice I know. I focus on her face. Oh. She's not the Angel of Death, she's one of my former students. This is way more embarrassing than dying. Later that fall, while listening to a football game on the radio, I would smile when an announcer commented of an injured player that "noth ing hurts worse than shin splints" and remember the calm gift of the morphine drip. Dr. Bob requests I count backwards from ten. I recite the alphabet.
"We need you to take this seriously," says Dr. Bob.
"Ten. Nine..."
I can't take this seriously. We've already got fractures and lacera tions. We don't need an existential crisis as well, and that's where "In this analogy, the SUV is dominant media and..."
"Yeah, yeah. I get it. The bike rider is the psyche of those encoun tering it without a helmet, and the helmet is a metaphor for informa tion, skepticism, and an otherwise coolly analytic demeanor able to deflect the blunt and the stupid. Damn."
"Don't get upset. Transformation is dangerous business, it's really up to you as to where we go here. Maybe your stars were misaligned.
Or maybe it just happened. Maybe this is about being impacted by an whom I take to be the physical therapist leaves another patient propped up by a walker and struts over to my wheelchair to inform me she is running behind but, in a minute, is going to help me stand up. Before I can respond, she returns to her patient and leaves me to consider the intimidating concept that is standing. Movement turns the room into a merry-go-round. The awkward act of being pulled into the wheelchair made the room swim. Tonight there is no epiphanic moment, only the rigidity in my muscles, and the permanent thumb-sized dent in my head. Doctors have explained the dent can be fixed by inserting a rubber balloon under the skin that, when filled with saline, stretches the skin allow ing them to yank more tissue over the dent. Given the size of the dent, this would be a six-month project. Literature on the subject makes frequent use of the term "injection port." I am opting for a mini-com bover. I have been marked with physical proof of an event beyond my control, by a crude manifestation of the daily impress of time, of the slow march forward. Strangely, I like this thought. As I age and my hairline recedes, the scar will reveal itself again as an indelible memo ry tattooed above the brain; evidence of a moment survived. Besides, the dent has been integrated into a new nervous tic. When I'm stressed, or can't think of a word, I rub the dent. I like the word "vi carious," but I never remember it when I need it, instead thinking of words like vivisection, vitality, victory, and vindictive. When this hap pens, I generate the right word by rubbing the dent. It works about half the time.
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